'I am no good. I had better give it up at once/

Gleb Semenovich went on writing something in a ledger before him.
He spoke without raising his head.

'Be as punctual tomorrow as you were this morning, Euphrosynia
Pavlovna. By the way, Comrade Horst is teaching German here, and
he tells me die Berlitz method is by far the best. You can have any
books you like/

*I mean to give it up.*

'At nine tomorrow ... I am sorry. I have a lot of writing to do/
said Gleb Semenovich, and Frossia must needs leave the room, pass
through the hall, on to the sunlit porch with the students scattered all
over the place. Some recognized her, she heard a few hisses, and, her
face crimson, she waited for the green tram to come along. She strap-
hung all the long way across Trinity Bridge to Michael Square, and
walked down Nevsky Prospect. A horse cart passed her by. The driver
halted.

*I am from the country, dear soul. Which is the way to Warsaw
Station?'

'But I am going there,* Frossia surprised herself by die reply,
clambered in, and gave the necessary directions. The stocky little man
in a white shirt and black breeches, who smelt of hay, hanja, and sour
clothes, was grateful and garrulous.

He came from Ozernovo in Tver Government. Frossia had never
heard about Ozernovo. Well, and how could she? Ozernovo was not
even a village, Wo,' but a mere 'derevniaj a hamlet, neither church nor
school in it, just a handful of small homesteads, and the well had nearly
run dry in the last summer's drought, and the crops had suffered. His
sister-in-law, Mavra, had left a candle burning on the table, and now
they were all 'pogorel^yj there was neither river nor brook near
Ozernovo, and such a wind, the flames ran like lightning. 'So many
devils on wings . . . One hut after another burnt down like a box of
matches.'

'So there is no more Ozernovo------'

'No,' he sucked in his tongue. 'There is no more Ozernovo. We had
a mir, die Opanchin starosta came along, and a commissar from a town,
and Mavra was shot for arson... But there is no more Ozernovo. And
there will not be another. Why should there be? There had been a lake,
they say, in ancient days, hence the name, golulushka, but the Tartars
or else the French put poison in it, and it dried up. But I have a grand
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